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playing in front of the Pavilion, and royal salutes booming
from the ships at sea. Outside the garden railing was drawn
up a complete line of carriages, on the boxes of which sat
the occupants, surrounded by a crowd of men on horseback, all
of them gazing at the lawn in front of the Pavilion, up and
down which the royal Dukes were walking. The Prince, it
seems, had not yet appeared. There was to be a review on the
downs, for which he had decided to brighten up his Hussar
uniform with some diamonds; and, no doubt, at this moment,
while the music from the garden drifted pleasantly in through
his windows, he was occupied in putting them on.
Charlotte was staying at Worthing, and she and Lady de
Clifford were now bowling along through the summer air
in one of the Prince's carriages, the postillions in their striped
blue and white jackets and brown beaver hats jigging up and
down on the backs of the great bay horses. Little girls of that
day wore short-waisted dresses down to their feet, and we read
that Charlotte was in a white muslin frock trimmed with lace,
while on her head she had a Leghorn gipsy hat, on which
were wreaths of small roses. Her father and uncles met her
at the door of the Pavilion, and she was taken to see the
Chinese gallery. Then they all set off for the review on the
downs, Charlotte and some of the royal party in two carriages;
the Prince on an iron-grey charger, a crown of diamonds on
his chest, the plume in his shako springing from a circle of
diamonds, and an entire belt of them round his waist.
In imagination we can see them when they arrived; Char-
lotte excitedly eyeing everything from her carriage which
was drawn up just behind her father on his charger; the sun-
light flashing now on the Prince's diamonds, now on a wheeling
line of drawn sword-blades; while the bursts of music, so gaily
curveting, seemed to harmonize the clouds and the quiet
downs into some unspoken but entrancing relationship with
all this pretty martial business. In the afternoon they all
went back to the Pavilion. They ate and they drank; Charlotte
danced on the lawn with her Clarence uncle in time to the
royal band, and at six o'clock she and Lady de Clifford went
back to Worthing.
The Prince was perhaps happier at the Pavilion than any-
where else. In him profligacy and a love of domestic cosiness
went hand in hand. Sitting opposite Creevey at a dinner-
party in London one day, the Prince, the moment he sat down,
began directly with, "Well, tell me now, Creevey, about Mrs.
Creevey and the girls,, and when they come to Brighton."